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Where,  too,  in  Scotia,  o'er  the  "Bridge  of  Sighs," 

-  The  Clyde* s  Necropolis  uprears  its  head, 

Or  that  old  abbey* s  sacred  turrets  rise 

Whose  crypts  embalm  proud  Albion's  noblest  dead,- 
And  where,  by  leafy  canopy  o*erspread 
The  lyre  of  Gray  its  pensive  descent  made,- 
And  where,  beside  the  dancing  city's  tread 
Famed  Pere  La  Chaise  all  gorgeously  displayed 
Its  meretricious  robes  with  chaplets  overlaid;  - 

But  thou.  Oh  Greenwood  I  sweetest  art  to  me, 

Enriched  with  tints  of  ocean,  earth  and  sky,  - 
Solemn  and  sweet,  -  to  meditation  free, 

Even  as  a  mother,  who  with  pleading  eye 
Implores  His  love  who  for  her  babies  did  die,  - 
Thou,  with  thy  many  children  at  thy  breast 

Dost  look  to  Him,  with  tombstone  prayer  and  sigh, 

To  bless  the  lowly  pillow  of  their  rest 

And  shield  them,  when  the  grave  casts  forth  its  mouldering  guest. 

Calm,  holy  shades  l  -  we  turn  to  you  for  health,  - 
Sickness  Is  with  the  living,  -  woe  and  pain,  - 
And  dire  diseases,  thronging  on  by  stealth,  - 

From  the  worn  heart  its  last  red  drop  to  drain, 

Or  smite  with  lightning  shaft  the  reeling  brain, 

Till  weary  man,  by  countless  ills  distrest 
Doth  find  the  healer's  vaunted  amor  vain, 

And  with  the  spear-point  ever  at  his  breast 

Is  fain  to  hide  with  you,  and  taste  the  boon  of  rest. 

Sorrow  is  with  the  living.  Youth  doth  fade, 

Ana  Joy  unclasp  its  tendril  green,  -  to  die  — 

The  mocking  tares  our  harvest  -  hopes  Invade, 

On  wrecking  blasts  our  garnered  treasures  fly, 

Our  idols  shame  our  blind  idolatry, 

Unkindness  gnaws  the  bosom's  secret  core,  - 

Even  trusted  friendship  turns  a  chilting  eye, 

When  stricken  hearts  its  sympathies  implore,  - 

Oh  1  take  us  to  your  arms,  that  we  may  weep  no  more* 


